8 * 


Conft . Indeed myLord,k teamoftabfolutc and ex¬ 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolph* It is thePrmccofPalfrayes, his Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforce* 
Homage- 

Orleance^ NomoFcCoufm. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the rifing of the Larke to the lodging of the Lambe, 
varie defemed pray ft on my Palfray : it is a Theame as 
fluent as the Sea:Turne the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and myHoi-fc is argument for them nil : J tis a fubieft 
for a Soueraigne to reafon on,and for aSoucraignes So- 
ucraigneto ride on: And for the Worfd^familiarto vs, 
and vnknowne, to lay apart their particular Funftions, 
and wonder at him,I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe 3 
and began thus^ tFonder of Nature. 

Orleance . I hatie heard a Sonnet begin fo ro ones Mi- 
ftrcffc. * 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
to my Courier,for my Horfe is my Miftreffe. 

Orleance. Yotir Miftreffe bcates well. 

Dolph, Me welfwhieb is the preferiptprayfcand per* 
feftion of a good and particular Miftreffe, 

Conft. Nay, for me thought yefterday your Miftreffe 
fhrewdly fhooke your back; 

Dotfh* So perhaps did yours, 

Conft * Mine was not bridled, 

Dolph. O then belike file was old and gentle,and you 
rode like a Kerne of Ireland,your French Hofc offend in 
your ftrait Stroffers. 

C o>2 fi- You haue good mdgement in Horfcman- 
fllip* 

Dolph. Be warn’d by me then: they that ride fo, and 
ride nor warily, fall into foulc Boggs: I had rather bane 
my Horfe to my Miftreffe, 

Con{l* I had as 1 include my Miftreffe a lade, 

Dolph, I tell thee Ccnftable, my Miftreffe we ares his 
owochayre. 

Conft . I could make as true a boaft as that* if I had a 
Sow to my Miftreffe, 

Dolph* Le chicn eft ret our ne a fin pr$pr§ vemijfemem eft 
lateuye imee an bonrbkr:t\\QM rmk*ft vft of any thing. 

Cmft , Yet doe I not vfc my Horfe for my Miftreffe, 
or any fuch Prouerbe,fo little kin to the purpoiri 

Ramb* My Lord Conftable^ the Armour that I fa win 
your Tent to nightmare thofc StarresorStinnes vpon itf 
Confix Star res my Lord, 

Dolph, Some of them will fall tomorrow,! hope. 
Confix And yet my Sky fhalinot want, 

Dolph- That may be, for you beare a many fuperSu* 
oufly^nd 't were more honor fomc were away, 

Conft, Eifn as your Horfe beares yourprayfes, who 
would trot as welljWcre feme of your braggei demoun¬ 
ted, 

Dolph * Would I were able to loadc him with his de¬ 
fer e. Will it neucr be day ? I wilhrouo morrow a mile* 
and my way fhall bepaued with Englifh Faces, 

Conft . I willnot fay fo 5 for fearel fliould he fac’tout 
of my way: but I would it were morning, for I would 
faine.be about the cares of the Englifli, 

Ramh. Who will goe to Hazard with me for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

C&nft. Yoli omit firft goc your fclfe to hazardjCre you 
lime them. 

XWpfc/Tis Mid-night, He goe arme my felfe, Exit* 
OrUance.Tht Dolphin longs for morning. 
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Ramb, He longs to eate the Englifl,. 

CohJ}:. I thinkc he will eate all he kill, 

Orleans'. By the white Hand of m v I ,j , 

Unt Prince* * ac vjbtt 5 

Corfi. Sw«rcbyherFoot,th ai fc em 

} trea aout,},! 


Oath, 


Orleans'. He is Amply themoft a aiiieG« ! „ , 
France, 

Con/l. Doing is aftimtie, and he will fliiiL . . 

Orleans'. Hcncucr did harmc.thac T h-,.j , ®& 


Will t, 


~ a M , c j that I heard of 

Cmft. Nor will doe none to moftow* h. 

that good name ftill. 

Orleance . I know him to be valiant, 

Conft. 1 was told that, by one that kuowcj 
then you* 

Orleance. What’s hee > 

Cmft. Marry hee told me fo hitnfelfe.andhce f, 
car’d not who knew it, ' ■ 


:et ff 




i ydh( 


v«tut 


Orleance. Hcencedesnot, it is no hidden 
him. 

Contt. By my faith Sir,biK it is: neueranvM.f 
l^but his Lacquey: ’tis a hooded valour jnd Jt ; 
appeares, it will bate. ’ ejl1 

Orleance. Ill will netier fayd well. 

Conft, I will cap that Prouerbe with,There i s fl aUtri( 
m friend fhip, ucrrt 

Orlemct. And I will rake vp that witbjGiijcthcD™i 
his due, m 

Conft. Well placet : there Hands your friend f ori L 
Deudl: haucat thevery eye of that Prouerbe with ; 
Pox of theDcuilL ' } 1 

Orkwce, Yonare the better at Piottctbipbyhow«* 
a Fooles Bolt is foonefhot, 

Con!i P You haue {lioi ouer, 

Orleance . Tis not the firft time you wcreoucr^oj, 

Enter 4 Tklejftngcr. 

My Lord high Confiablc^thc EngliHi lye within 
fifteene hundred paces of your Tents* 

Conft. Who hath meafufd the ground? 

Afeftl The Lord Cjr&ndpree* 

Conft. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman* WodJ 
it were day? Alas poore Harry of England ; hee longi 
not for cheDflWning,as wee doe* 

Orleance. What a wretched and peeuifli fellowis this 
King of England^ to mope with his fat-brain'dfollow 
fo far re out of his knowledge* 

Conft, If the Englifli had any apprehenfion, they 
would runne away* 

Orkmce * That they lack: for if tlieir heads bad any in- 
tellcdtmll Armourj they could ncuer weare fach beauic 
Head-pieces^ 

Rami?. That Hand of England breedes very valiant 
Creatures ; their Maftiffes arc of vnmatchable cou¬ 
rage* 

Orleance. FooRffi Curres 5 that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruffian Beart, and banc their beads crufht 
like rotten Apples * you may as well fay, that sa vata 
Flea, that dare cate his breakefaft on the Lipp c 3 
Lyon, p , 

luff, iuft: and the men doe fynipathiztwrt 
the Maftiffes y in robuftious and rough coprning on^ 
leauing their Wits with their Wiues: and then gi^ 
them greatMcales of Beefejand Iron and Steele; 
will care like Wolues.aad fight like Demis* 

Orlemt* l s 
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<zAclus Tertm. 


Charm* 

tow enterciine conieamc of a time, 

U/hen creeping Murmuic and the poring Darke 

'ills the wide VcfTel l of the Vni uer fe. 

from Camp to Camp, through the foulc Womb of Night 

Ae Homme of eyther Army Hilly founds; 

That the fi*t Centiuels almoft receiue 
Thcfecrcc Whtfpcts of each others Watch. 

Fire anWer* fire,and through their paly flames 
Each Battaile fees the otiiers vmbet’d face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftfull Neighs 
piercing the Nights dull Eare: and from the Tents, 

The Armourers accompli thing the Knights, 

TViih bufieHammers’clofi.bg Riuetsyp, 

Giue dreadful! note of preparation. 
yheCountrcy Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle; 
And the third howre of drowfle Morning nam’d, 
prowd of their Numbers,and fecure in Soule, 
Thcconfidcnc and ouer-luftie French, * 

Doeihc low-rated Englifh play at Dice; 

.And chide the creep!?* tardy-gated Night, 

Who like a foulc and ougly Witch doth limpe 

So [eefiouflyaway. The poore condemned Englifh, 

LikeSacriRceSjby their watchfull Fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings danger ? and their gcflure fad, 

:f(iueflinglauke-leaueCheekcs,andWarre-worne Coats, 

Ptefented them vnto the gazing Moone 

So many liorridc Ghofls, O now,who will behold 

TheRoyall Captaine of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Watchto W atch,from Tent to Tent; 

Lethimcry,Prayfe and Glory on his head: 

For forth he goes,and vifits all his Hoaft, 

Bidsthem good morrow with atnodeft Smyle, 

And calls them Brothers,Friends,and Councrcymen. 
VponhisRoyall Face there is no note, 

Howdread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Not doth he dedicate one iot of Colour 
Vnto the wearie and all-watched Night: 

Butfreflily Iookes,and ouer-bcares Attaint, 

With chearefull femblance,and fweet Maicftie: 

That eucry Wretch,pining and palebeforc. 

Beholding him,plucks comfort from Ms Lookes. 

A Largeffe vniuerfa[l,likc the Sunne, 

His liberal l Eye doth giue to euery one. 

Thawing cold feare,that mesne anti gentle all 
Behold,as may vnworthinelfe define. 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And lo our Scene mud to the Rattaileflye: 

Where,0 for pi tty, we fhallmuchdifgrace. 

With foot e or fine mojl vile and ragged foyles, 

(Right ill difpos’d, in brawie ridiculous) 


Yet fit and fee, 

’ries bee. 
Exit, 


'^r^TT buTthefc Englifh arc /hrowdly out of i The Name of Agincourt : and fee 

QrltiMcf, I, 0111 tne & Minding true things, by what their Mock 

’ T t. ert {hall we finde to morrow.they haueonly 1 

, C !;k« toeate,and none to fight. Nowisit time to 
® 0111 , n rne fhall we about it ? 

j t is now two a Clock: but let me fec,by ten 

^cfhall haue each ft hundred Englifh men. Exemt. 


Enter the King? r Bedfird % and Glmctfter* 


King. GUfterft is true that we are in great danger, 

The greater therefore ftiouid our Courage be. 

God morrow Brother *Eedfirds God Almightic^ 

There is fome fbule ofgoodneffe in things cuill, 

Would men obferaingly diftUl it on t. 

For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirrers. 

Which is both healthfully and good husbandry* 
BefideMhey are our outward Confciences, 

And Preachers to vs ail; admonifhing^ 

That we fnoulddreffcvs fairely for our end: 

Thus may we gather Honfrom the Weed* 

And make a Moral 1 of thWfiiuell himfelfe. 

Enter Erpiwgham. 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Srpingham : 

A good foft Pillow for that good white Hcad a 
Were better then a churlifh curfe of France* 

Erfing. Not fo my Liege*this Lodging likes me better. 
Since l may fay, now lye i like a King* 

King*T\% ,good for men to loue their prefent paints* 
Vponexamplc t fo the Spirit is eafed : 

And when the Mind is quickocd : out of doubt 
The Organs,though defunct and dead be tore, 

Breake vp their drowfic Graue.and newly moue 
With called flougl^and frefli legeritie. 

Lend me thy Cloake Sir Thomas : Brothers both* 
Commend me to the Princes in our Camper 
Doe my good morrow to then^andation 
Dcftre them all to my Pauilliom 
Ghflvr * Wefliallymy Liege. 

Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 

Kwg* No, my good Knight: 

Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 
l and tnyBofomerouft debate a while, 

. And then I would no other company* 

Erpivg. The Lord in Heaucn bkffe thee > Noble 
Harry. Sxemt . 

King, God a mercy old Heart, thou fpeak’ft chearc- 
fully* Enter PiftoU. 

Fiji. Qhe vom la ? § 

King, A friend. 

Ftfi. Difcuffe vneomej art thou Officer, or u t thou 
bafejCommoUjand popular ? 

King, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
fift, Trayl'ft thou the putffanc Pykc? 

King* Eucn fo: what are you? 

Tfft - As good a Gentleman as the Emperor, 

King. Then you are a better then the King. 

Pift The KiogsaBawtockjsndaHearc of Gold^a 
Lad of Life, an Impc of Fame, of Parents goo^ofFift 
moft valiant * Ikiffe hisdurtic fhooc, and from heart- 
firing I lone the louely Bully. What is thy Name? 

King* Harry le Roy- 

Ftft. Le R&yi a Corni fli Names art thou ofCornifli Crew? 
King, No a I am a Welchman. 
pift m Know'ft thou ptuellenl 
King, Yes* 

Tift. Tell him Ik knock his Leekc about his Pate vpon 
S- x Dmies day, * 

King. Doe nor you weare your D agger in your Cappe 
chat day,kaft he knock that about yours. 

PiJ?*Art 
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